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The THRUSH, &c. 


ARWEL L to Lochaber and fac my "EY 
Where heartſome with thee 5 have mony day 
been, 
For Lochaber no more, for Lochaber no mare, 
We'll may be return to Lochaber no more ; 
Theſe tears that I ſhed they are a' for my dear, 
And no more for the dangers attending on Weir, 
> Tho' bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. 
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Tho hurricanes riſe and riſe ev'ry wind, 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my il, 
Tho! loudeſt of thunder on loudeſt waves roar, 
That's naitbing like leaving my love on the Pore : 
To leave thee behind me my heart is fair pain d, 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd, 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 


* And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave, 


Then glory my Jeany maun plead my excuſe, 
Since hononr cammands me how can I refuſe ; 
Without it I nc'er can have merit for thee, 
And withous thy favour I'd better not be + 
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I gac then my laſs to win honour 400 fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
[1] bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more, 


eee. 
AMORE and PHILLIS: | 


AM Oo R E FT, 
WEET Phillis weil met, the ſun is juſt ſet, 
* To you myrtle grove let's repair : 
Al nature's at reſt, and none to moleſt, 
ere ſomething to ſay to my fair. 
E HKI 15.4 + = 
o, no, ſubtle ſwain, entreaties are vain, _ 5 
Perſuade me go you ne'er {hall ; | 
Night draws on apace, I mult quit the piace, 

a dew is beginning to fall, 


$76 + REV; x 
"A me, coy maid, by honour I'm ſway'd, 
No fears need your boſom alarm; 
The oak and the pine, their leaves kindly join, 
To ſhelter love's vot'ries from harm. 


PHIL LI 


ſour arts I deſpiſe, my virtue I prize, 
Though r Iam richer than thoſe, 
Vho loſt N all name will barter their fame, 


For purchaſe of gold and fine cloaths, 


A.M. 0-3 3:5 
ou dome much wrong, ſuch thoughts neer belong, 


To the noble and generous breaſt ; 
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"4 mean Pendo know, if Phillis wou'd ge, 
And let Hymen make Amoret bleſs'd. - 


r TD PS | 
1 Chat you now ſay, your heart don't betray, 
Itf gives me much pleaſure to find, 
My Amoret fil), a ſtranger to ill, 
And for wedlock's ſoft bondage inclin'd. 
# 0 80.7 MH, 
| With) joy I.comply, the dear nuptial tye, 
| To-morrow both hearts ſhall unite ; 
Te lovers ſo true, let virtue in you, | 
The ſame inclinations excite, 
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Sweet Paſſion of Love. 


* cold fiuty hear , it is you who have warm'd, 
You wahken'd my. paſſions, my ſenſes have charm 4 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon 1 ſirove, 


babs life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


The froft ups the buds, and the roſe cannot blew, 
| From the youth that is froft uipp'd no rapture can Mare, 
m to him but a deſert will prove ; 


What's life weithout paſſion, feveet paſſion of love. 


The ſpring frould be warm, the young ſeaſon be 39; 
Her biras and her flow rets make blithfome feveet . 
5 ve bleſſes the cottage,” and fings through the preve ; 


ats bfe toil out ali, feveet Later 7 love. 
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: De'el take the Wars. 


E'EL take the wars that hurry Willy from Fs 
Who to love me juſt had ſwern, 
hey made him captain ſure to undo me, 
: Woe is me he'll ne'er retnrn,” 1 
A thouſand loons abroad will fight him 
He from thouſands ue'er will” run, 
Day and night I did invite him, 
"'To ſtay ſafe from ſword or gun. 
I uſed aura graces, | 
With muc'y!e kind embraces, fa, 
4 Now ſighing, then crying, tears droppin 
FO , Had he my f t arms, "TY 
Preferr'd to wars alarms, 
My love's grown mad, without the man of Gad, 
I "Sup in my fit I had granted . ee 


N I waſh'd and patch'd to make me look provokingj: / 

Brnares that they told me would catch the man, 

And on my head a huge commoue fat poking, 

Which made me ſhew as talh again. 

For a new gown too I paid muckle money, 

0% Which with gelden flowers did ſhine, 

My love might well think me gay and bonny, 
N o Scotch laſs was e'er ſo fine. 


T, | My petticoat I ſpotted, 
5 0 Fringe too with thread I knotted, 
. Lace ſhoes and filken hofe gartered over knee, 


But oh! the fatal thought, 

To Willy theſe are nought ; 
Who rode to towns, and ritled with dragoons, 
When he ſilly loon might have plunder'd me. 
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CHAISE, MARINE. . 


Y deareſt life, were thou my wit, If! 
How happy ſhould J be, | 
\ And all my care, in peace and war, 12 Le 
Should be to pleaſure thee. f 
- When up and down, from town to town, W 
We jolly ſoldiers rore, 27 
Then you my queen, in chaiſe marine, 3 


Shall move like queen of love. 


Four love I'd prize, beyond the {kics, «2 
Beyond the ſpoils of war, 
Woulcd'ſt thou agree, to follow me, 
3 In humble baggage _ :” 
For happineſs tho' in diſtreſs, | 
In foldiers wives is ſeen, 
And p ride in ceach, has more reproach, 
| "Than love in chaiſe marine. 


| ob do not hold, your. love in gold, 5 
i Nor ſet your heart on gain, | el 
- Behold the great with all their ſtate, - 5. 
” Their lives are care and pain, WE 

In houſe or tent, I pay no rent, als: of 

| Nor care nor trouble ſce, 8 
And ev'ry day I get my pay, 
And ſpend it merrily. 


Love not thoſe knaves, great fortunes fas 5 

W bo lead ignoble lives, N 
Nor deign to ſmile, on men ſo vile, 
Who fight none but their wives, 
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For briton's right, and you we f1 < Sbt, 
And every v1 defiec, 


Should but the fair, reward our care, 
With love and conſtancy. 


If ſighs nor groans, nor tender nwoans,” 
*Can win your harden'd heart, 
Let love in arms, with all his charms, 
Then take a ſoldiers part. 
With fife and drum, the ſoldiers come, 
And all the pomp of war, , 
Then don't think mean of chaiſe marine, 
"Tis love's triumphant car. 
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Y laddie is gang'd far away o'er the plaid, * 
M hile in ſorrow behind I am forc'd to remain 
Tho' bluebells and violets the hedges adorn, 
he trees are in bloſſom and ſweet blows the thorn. 
No pleaſure they give mo in vain they look gay, 

here's nothing can pleaſe me now Jockeys away, 
Forlorn I fit finging and this is my ſtrain, "= 
aſte, haſte my dear Jockey to me back again. 


When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, £ 
They dance and they ling, they laugh and they chat, 


ontented and happy with hearts tall of glee, ** »i 
can't without envy their merriment ſee; . 
1 'hoſe paſtimes offend me my ſhepherd's not there, —- 


Jo pleafure J reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare, 
makes me to figh, I from tears ſcarce refraing - 


with my dear Wan return'd back again. 
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Zut hope ſhall ſuſtain mey nor will I deſpair,” 
Hie promiſed he wou'd in a fortnight be here, 
Oh fond expectation, my wiſhes I'll feaſt, 
For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will haſte: 

Then farewell each care and adieu cach vain ſigh, 
Who'll then be fo bleſt or ſo happy as 12 
III ſing oer the meadows and alter my ſtrain; 
WM hen Jockey returns to my arms back again. 
PP 
Tbe MORNING AIR. , 
_ TOULD you taſte the morning air, 
——— To yon verdant fields repair, 
M bere cowſlips ſweet and violets blue, 
With grateful ſcents ſhall welcome you, 
Hear the ſoft and cooling breeze, 
+. Fanning thrilling thro” the trees, 
Wbilſt the dew beſprinkling rouhd, 
Cools the thirſty parching ground. 
HFHFark! the lark now ſoaring high, 
With her echo fills the ſky, 
The charming nightingale and thruſh, 
Are warbling notes on every buth : 
> Haſte fair nymph, then haſte away, 
| Faſte theſe joys without delay, - 
_ Prove, and proving you will tell, 
The morning joys do all excell. 
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